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CUBANS
About	the	owner	of	the	sporting-wear	factory,	I	don’t	remember	his	name.	If	I	could

remember	the	name	of	the	factory,	I	bet	the	name	of	the	owner	would	be	part	of	it,	but	I
cannot	remember	the	name	of	the	factory	either.	There	is	a	good	chance	that	I	never	heard
the	owner’s	name,	because	I	was	only	a	high	school	kid	trying	to	earn	money	for	college,
and	 the	 owner…well,	 the	 owner	 was	 the	 owner.	 High	 school	 kids	 working	 for	 a	 buck
sixty-two	 an	 hour	 don’t	 talk	 to	 owners;	 we	 talk	 to	 foremen,	 and	 only	 if	 absolutely
necessary.	We	hardly	talked	to	each	other.	It	was	Florida.	It	was	summer.	It	was	a	factory
with	no	windows.	And	most	of	the	employees	were	Cuban	who	had	not	learned	English.	It
is	difficult	to	feel	good	about	oneself	when	you	have	so	many	things	going	against	you.

To	 be	 completely	 honest,	 I	 don’t	 remember	 one	 single	 name	 from	 the	 factory.	 A
psychiatrist,	 I	 suppose,	 could	make	 a	 big	 thing	 of	 that.	 Psychiatrists	 always	 like	 to	 tell
people,	 for	 a	 goodly	 fee,	 how	 we	 suppress	 information	 about	 ourselves,	 important
information,	 especially	 information	 revolving	 around	 unhappy	 times	 in	 our	 lives.	 It’s	 a
good	theory,	and	I	subscribe	to	it.	I	also	subscribe	to	the	notion	that	there	are	people	who
have	bad	memories.	I	am	one	of	those.

You	can	ask	me	what	the	owner	looked	like,	but	I	won’t	give	you	much	of	an	answer.
Besides,	he	doesn’t	figure	very	much	in	the	story.	He	was	a	stoop-shouldered	man	with	a
bald	head.	He	smoked	cigars	and	wore	a	brown	acrylic	suit	that	even	I,	who	did	not	have
one	 single	 suit	 to	my	name,	would	have	been	 ashamed	 to	be	 seen	 in.	He	had	 retired	 at
sixty-five,	but	he	didn’t	know	what	to	do	with	himself,	so	every	morning	at	six	he	would
limp	into	the	factory,	grab	a	container	of	coffee	from	the	manager’s	desk,	and	then	stand
around	and	watch	us	punch	in.	It	was	the	standard	capitalist	dream:	the	slave-owner	and
the	 darkies,	 the	 exploiter	 and	 the	 exploitee,	 the	 owner	 and	 owned.	 If	 he	 didn’t	 have	 a
factory	to	visit,	I	don’t	know	what	he	would	have	done	with	himself.	Tossed	himself	out	of
a	window,	I	guess,	the	way	his	old	lady	had	done	during	the	Depression,	and	I	don’t	mean
his	wife	either.	The	sporting-wear	factory	was	his	beach	house,	his	golf	course,	his	cabin
in	 the	 mountains.	 The	 stink	 of	 it,	 the	 cold	 of	 it,	 the	 noise	 of	 it,	 the	 terrible	 dead-end
atmosphere	of	it.	Some	of	the	women	who	ran	the	sewing	machines	had	been	there	ten	to
twenty	 years.	 Some	 of	 the	 cutters.	 Some	 of	 management.	 Some	 of	 the	 drivers.	 I	 had
planned	to	remain	only	for	the	summer,	but	even	that	was	going	to	be	too	much.

Of	course	there	were	teenage	girls.	A	few.	They	modeled	tennis	outfits	and	short	skirts
and	 light-weight	 blouses.	 Perhaps	 the	 girls	were	 the	 reason	 the	 old	man	 held	 on	 to	 the
factory	with	such	bulldog	determination.	He	didn’t	yell	at	me	 the	way	 the	manager	did,
but	 I	hated	him	anyway.	 I	hated	him	because	he	didn’t	pay	any	attention	 to	me	at	all.	 I
could	have	dropped	dead	at	his	feet,	and	it	wouldn’t	have	mattered.	All	he	did	was	sip	his
coffee,	sometimes	drowning	his	cigar	in	the	glop,	and	joke	with	the	models.	“Want	to	go
to	lunch	with	me,	honey?	I	got	no	teeth.	I	thought	maybe	I	could	borrow	yours.	Or	maybe
we	could	 just	have	 Jell-O.”	He’d	pinch	 their	bottoms	and	 they’d	 just	 smile	 at	him.	The
models	 had	 freckles	 and	 straight	 teeth	 and	 breasts–oh,	 they	 had	 breasts–but	 they	 never
joked	with	me.	 I	 knew	at	 least	 two	of	 them	by	name	because	 they	were	 in	my	 class	 at
school,	but	they	didn’t	say	much	to	me	because	I	didn’t	own	anything.	I	wasn’t	likely	to
own	anything	either.	I	was	only	the	pimply	kid	with	the	sneakers,	the	bottle	of	Coke,	and



the	brown	eyes	begging	 for	mercy.	 I	had	a	paperback	book	 I	kept	 in	my	back	pocket	–
Susanne	K.	Langer’s	Philosophy	in	a	New	Key	–	that	somebody	told	me	I	should	read,	but
there	was	never	any	time	to	read.	There	was	a	 twenty-minute	break	at	10:30,	but	by	the
time	 I	 punched	 in	 and	 punched	 out	 and	 got	 settled,	 the	whistle	would	 blow.	Besides,	 I
wasn’t	going	to	let	anybody	see	me	trying	to	read	such	high-faluting	stuff.	There	was	one
Cuban	at	 the	place	who	kept	a	stack	of	pornographic	magazines	on	 tap.	Once	you	got	a
whiff	of	them,	Susanne	Langer	could	go	put	her	head	in	a	bucket.

And	all	the	time	there	was	the	clackety-clack	of	the	sewing	machines,	and	the	whirr	of
the	cutting	machines,	which	might	have	had	technical	names	which	I	don’t	remember,	and
the	fluorescent	lighting	banked	overhead	as	if	the	hundreds	of	employees	were	thriving	in
some	 kind	 of	 a	 human	 greenhouse,	 a	 greenhouse	 without	 any	 glass	 at	 all,	 if	 you	 can
imagine	such	a	thing.	It	was	like	a	super-long	tennis	court	that	had	no	nets.	It	was	like	a
super	deep	swimming	pool	that	had	no	water	in	it,	no	moisture	at	all,	not	even	any	sweat,
for	the	air-conditioning	made	us	forget	that	there	was	such	a	thing	as	Florida	only	a	couple
hundred	yards	away.	It	was	always	a	relief,	at	the	end	of	the	day	to	walk	outside	and	feel
real	air.	Hot	and	humid,	but	real,	and	you	could	sweat	in	it	all	you	wanted.	It	was	like	a
motion-picture	house	where	the	same	movie	is	shown	over	and	over	again,	a	movie	that
nobody	ever	wanted	to	see	in	the	first	place.

That	 was	 inside.	 And	 there	 were	 no	 blacks	 working	 out	 where	 I	 could	 see	 them.
Because	that’s	the	way	it	was.	In	the	early	morning,	when	I	walked	to	work,	I	watched	the
field	 across	 from	 the	 whatever-name-it-was	 factory.	 The	 field,	 glass-littered	 and	 weed-
redundant,	 functioned	 as	 the	 town’s	 unemployment	 office.	Blacks	 gathered	 there	 before
breakfast	 or	 perhaps	 instead	 of	 breakfast	 and	waited	 for	 someone	 to	 drive	 up	 and	 offer
them	work.	“I	got	a	lawn	that	needs	mowing.	Any	of	you	boys	want	to	mow	and	rake?	I’m
offering	 seventy-five	 cents	 an	 hour?	 More’n	 most	 of	 you	 are	 worth.”	 And	 maybe
somebody	would	hop	in,	and	off	they’d	go	to	do	God-knows-what.	Some	of	them	I	never
saw	again.	Others	would	 sit	on	 their	haunches	and	drink	 from	paper	 sacks,	 then	 two	of
them	would	stand	up	and	start	sparring,	and	soon	a	circle	would	be	formed,	and	then	I’d
go	inside	and	forget	about	them.

When	the	factory	 let	out	at	 the	end	of	 the	day,	 the	same	people	would	still	be	 there,
standing	around,	sitting	on	their	haunches,	breaking	bottles	over	rocks,	hoping	that	one	of
us	would	drop	dead,	or	all	of	us.	Sometimes	we	did.

I	remember	a	woman	back	in	the	sewing	area	who	suffered	a	miscarriage	on	the	job.
She	was	seven	months	pregnant	and	was	bleeding	heavily.	When	the	ambulance	arrived	to
carry	the	woman	off,	the	manager	was	pissed.	The	whole	work	schedule	had	been	thrown
off.	But	even	if	one	of	us	dropped	dead,	the	factory	owner	would	sooner	hire	a	Cuban	than
a	 black	man.	 Too	 expensive.	 Everybody	 understood	 that	 the	 owner	 had	 no	 intention	 of
putting	 in	 separate	 toilet	 facilities	 or	 separate	 drinking	 fountains.	 That’s	 just	 the	way	 it
was.	A	black	Cuban	was	a	philosophical	problem	that	few	people	had	stopped	to	consider.

The	Cuban	 I	worked	with	 had	 a	 name	 I	 can’t	 recall.	However,	 I	 do	 remember	 that
although	I	was	only	five	foot	eight,	he	was	shorter	than	I	was,	and	plump,	with	a	chubby
face	 and	 cheerful	 disposition.	He	wore	 glasses	 and	was	 one	 of	 the	 cutters.	He	 told	me
more	than	once	that	he	had	been	a	multi-millionaire	at	one	time,	but	had	lost	everything
when	Castro	came	 to	power.	When	he	 fled	with	his	 family–a	wife	 and	 four	 sons–all	he



took	with	him	were	the	clothes	on	his	back.	Now	here	he	was	working	in	a	factory	once
again,	 climbing	 on	 top	 of	 the	 tables	 to	 cut	 through	 layer	 upon	 layer	 of	 fabric	 that
eventually	would	be	sewn	into	tennis	skirts	and	blouses.	The	cutters	were	the	highest	paid
workers,	 but	 then	 their	 responsibilities	 were	 the	 greatest.	 The	 tiniest	 mistake,	 a	 simple
deviation	from	the	pattern,	could	cost	somebody	thousands	of	dollars	and	most	likely	cost
the	cutter	his	job.	Still,	my	friend	or	quasi-friend	didn’t	complain.	Life	was	all	one	to	him.
That’s	 the	 outstanding	 feature	 I	 remember	 about	 him.	 His	 lack	 of	 complaints,	 his
equanimity,	 as	 it	were,	 that	 and	 the	 loose	gold	 sports	 shirt	 he	wore	day	 in	 and	day	out.
Perhaps	it	was	the	only	shirt	he	had.	How	was	I	to	know?

When	 I	 say,	 however,	 that	 I	 worked	with	 one	 particular	 Cuban,	 that	 is	 not	 entirely
correct.	I	worked	with	them	all.	I	worked	with	everybody	in	the	factory,	everybody,	that	is,
except	the	models,	for	reasons	I	have	explained.	It	was	just	that	this	one	cutter	in	the	gold
shirt	had	shown	me	the	ropes	and	sort	of	 looked	after	me.	God	knows	that	 if	somebody
hadn’t	 looked	 out	 for	me,	 I	would	 have	 died	 at	 an	 uncommonly	 early	 age,	most	 likely
strangled	to	death	by	the	foreman.

My	work	consisted	of	 four	major	concerns:	carrying	and	piling,	piling	and	carrying,
carrying	 and	 carrying,	 piling	 and	 piling.	Minor	 concerns	 included	 tying	 cut	 fabric	 into
small	bundles	 for	shipment	 to	 the	sewers.	 It	was	 important	 in	somebody’s	book	 that	 the
fabric	be	tied	tight,	for	the	material	was	tossed	around,	thrown	into	barrels.	If	the	bundles
were	not	tied	correctly,	pieces	of	cloth	could	go	flying	in	all	directions.

“Hey,	college	boy,”	the	foreman	barked	at	me	during	my	second	afternoon	on	the	job,
“tie	 up	 these	 bundles.	Tie	 ’em	good	 and	 tight.	You	 can	 tie	 things	 good	 and	 tight,	 can’t
you?”

I	nodded.	Of	course	I	could.	Wasn’t	Houdini	one	of	my	all-time	heroes?	It	took	me	all
of	twenty	minutes	to	work	my	way	from	one	end	of	the	table	to	the	other,	picking	up	cut
pieces,	winding	twine	around	them–not	twine	exactly,	but	not	rope	exactly,	either,	pulling
the	 cord-like	 rope	 with	 all	 my	 might,	 adding	 a	 series	 of	 intricate	 knots	 not	 entirely
unrelated	to	the	Gordian.

As	I	was	struggling	through	the	final	bundle,	the	foreman	appeared	at	my	left	shoulder
to	inspect	my	work.	“Got	them	tied	good	and	tight?”

“Good	and	tight,”	I	said.	It	was	instinct	that	told	me	the	best	way	to	talk	to	a	foreman
is	 to	 repeat	his	words	 in	some	way.	Still,	he	didn’t	smile	at	me,	didn’t	acknowledge	my
existence	 one	way	 or	 the	 other.	 He	merely	 picked	 up	 one	 of	 the	 bundles,	 inspected	 it,
sniffed,	and	tossed	it	overhand	to	a	gaping	barrel.	The	cut	material	broke	free	from	their
bonds	and	flew	across	the	room	in	all	directions,	bits	of	brightly	colored	cloth	parachuting
through	the	air.

“Tight!”	he	said.

“I	don’t	know	what	happened,”	I	said.	“Maybe	the	rope’s	no	good.”

“We’ve	 only	 been	 using	 it	 for	 the	 last	 twenty	 years.”	 He	 turned	 toward	 one	 of	 the
cutters.	“Jose’,”	he	called,	“teach	this	smart	kid	how	to	tie	a	knot.	He	don’t	know	how	to
tie	 things.”	To	 illustrate	 to	 the	 rest	 of	 the	world	 at	 large,	 he	picked	up	 a	 second	bundle
from	the	table	and	tossed	it	through	the	air.	It	too	fell	apart.	I	could	have	fallen	apart	too,



but	 I	 kept	my	mind	 on	 the	 fact	 that	 I	wasn’t	 going	 to	 stay	 in	 the	 factory	 forever.	All	 I
wanted	to	do	was	get	through	the	summer	and	hot-foot	it	 to	New	York,	where	fame	and
fortune	beckoned.	The	foreman	stalked	off	to	his	office,	where	the	models	were	waiting,
and	didn’t	look	back.	If	he	had,	he	would	have	seen	me	blushing	furiously.

Jose,	who	was	as	mean	as	they	come,	was	grinning	ear	to	ear.	He	scratched	his	head.
“You	want	to	learn	to	tie	your	shoelaces?”	he	asked.

“Yeah,”	I	said.

“Smart	college	boys	don’t	know	how	to	tie	nothing.”	And	he	taught	me.	There	was	a
trick	to	tying	a	knot	at	the	end	of	the	rope	and	then	making	a	loop	with	it.	There	were	all
kinds	of	tricks	to	be	learned,	but	you	always	had	to	ask,	or	make	a	mistake	first.

“You	going	to	New	York?”	Jose’	asked.

“Yeah.”	I	guess	my	friend	the	cutter	had	told	him.

“What	for?	What	are	you	going	to	New	York	for?”

“I	don’t	know,”	I	said.	“I’m	just	going.”

“If	you	don’t	know	what	you’re	going	for,	you	might	as	well	stay	here.	No	use	going
to	New	York	if	you	don’t	know	what	you’re	going	for.”

“Maybe	I’ll	find	out	when	I	get	there.”

“Not	in	New	York.	It’s	too	big.	You	get	lost	there.”

“I’m	a	writer,”	I	said.	“I’m	going	to	New	York	to	be	a	writer.”

Jose’	thought	about	it	for	a	while.	“A	writer?”

“Yeah.”

“Take	my	 advice,	 kid,”	 Jose’	 said,	 not	 taking	 his	 eyes	 off	 the	 bundle	 he	was	 tying,
“once	you	get	out	of	this	place,	don’t	ever	come	back.	Don’t	come	back	to	this	place	for
nothing.”	He	pulled	the	cord	tight	and	cut	it	with	a	razor.	For	the	rest	of	the	summer,	he
didn’t	make	fun	of	me	again.	Soon	everybody	in	the	factory	knew	about	my	ambitions,	for
people	kept	coming	up	during	the	breaks	or	during	lunch	and	they	would	press	pieces	of
paper	into	my	hand,	crumpled	up	sections	of	cardboard	with	names,	addresses,	and	phone
numbers.	 Everyone	 had	 a	 relative	 or	 a	 friend	 in	New	York,	 someone	 I	 had	 to	 look	 up,
someone	who	would	give	me	a	meal	or	a	place	to	sleep.

My	getting	away	meant	a	lot	to	my	fellow	workers,	but	it	didn’t	mean	a	thing	to	my
boss.	The	foreman	always	came	up	with	new	ways	to	humiliate	me.	Of	course,	it	wasn’t
always	his	fault.

After	 I	 had	 set	 a	 new	 record	 for	 tying	bundles,	 the	 foreman	 took	 it	 upon	himself	 to
broaden	 the	 scope	 of	 my	 responsibilities.	 I	 was	 singled	 out	 to	 operate	 the	 pattern-
duplicating	machine.

Inside	a	 small	 room	not	more	 than	 thirty	 feet	 away	 from	 the	cutting	 tables	 stood	an
eight-foot	object–brown,	menacing,	coiled,	polished,	and	plugged.	To	me	it	looked	like	a
guillotine.	“Pay	attention,	College	Boy,”	the	foreman	said.	“You	see	this	pattern?”	He	held
some	 tissue-thin	 paper	 under	 my	 nose.	 I	 couldn’t	 miss	 it	 if	 I	 had	 wanted	 to.	 “It	 takes



twenty-four	hours	or	more	to	draw	these	things,	so	God	help	you	if	anything	happens	to
it.”	I	had	no	reason	to	doubt	his	word.

He	 approached	 the	 machine.	 I	 thought	 he	 genuflected,	 but	 that	 was	 merely	 my
imagination	working	 overtime.	 He	 unrolled	 the	 first	 eight	 inches	 of	 tissue-thin	 pattern,
smoothed	the	paper	carefully.	Soon	the	pattern	began	to	unroll,	drawn	into	the	bowels	of
the	 duplicator.	We	waited.	 I	wasn’t	 bored	 exactly.	 From	 the	 top	 of	 the	machine,	 heavy
copy	 paper	 made	 its	 appearance.	 I	 could	 make	 out	 the	 hieroglyphics	 as	 the	 foreman
grabbed	the	copy	and	tore	it	straight	across,	using	a	piece	of	wire	that	had	been	stretched
across	 the	middle	of	 the	machine	 for	 such	a	purpose.	We	waited.	Finally	 the	paper-thin
original	appeared.	The	foreman	carefully	gathered	it	in,	rolling	it	ever	so	slowly	around	a
piece	of	long	cardboard.

“Got	it?”

“Got	it,”	I	said.	I	hadn’t,	but	what	the	hell.	I	wasn’t	planning	to	spend	the	rest	of	my
life	making	copies	of	patterns.	Besides,	I	had	learned	early	on	not	to	ask	the	foreman	for
anything.	He	believed	in	showing	someone	a	procedure	once.	Once	was	enough.	That	was
his	motto.	Besides,	with	any	luck,	I	wouldn’t	be	called	upon	to	run	many	patterns.	I	had
more	 important	 things	 to	do,	 such	 as	 learning	new	 jokes	 to	keep	 the	 cutters	 entertained
along	with	 the	women	 behind	 the	 sewing	machines.	 I	was	 a	 single-minded	 anti-suicide
squad.	My	plan	was	to	remain	out	of	sight	on	the	far	side	of	the	building.

Like	most	of	my	plans,	 it	didn’t	work.	Who	can	 forget	Lennie	and	 the	 rabbits	 in	Of
Mice	and	Men?	Eventually	the	hue	and	cry	went	up:	“College	Boy?	College	Boy?	Where
in	the	hell	is	he?	College	Boy,	get	over	here!	I’m	tired	of	looking	all	over	the	building	for
you.”

I	did	as	I	was	told.	The	foreman	screwed	up	his	face	and	thrust	a	new	pattern	into	my
outstretched	hand.	“Make	a	copy	of	this	and	deliver	it	to	Jose’.	Got	it?	Give	the	machine
time	to	warm	up,”	he	said,	walking	away.

Two	months,	 I	 thought.	 Is	 two	months	 long	 enough	 for	 the	machine	 to	warm	up?	 I
entered	the	room–in	In	Cold	Blood,	Capote	would	have	called	it	“the	Corner”–and	turned
the	 machine	 on.	 It	 hummed.	 The	 electricity	 punched	 in	 and	 did	 its	 work.	 I	 carefully
unrolled	 the	 pattern	 on	 a	 stainless-steel	 counter	 and	 I	 smoothed	 the	 tissue-thin	 paper.	 I
smoothed	it	and	smoothed	it.	I	smoothed	it	again.	I	held	it	up	to	the	light	and	examined	it
for	any	imperfections.	I	couldn’t	think	of	anything	else	to	do,	so	I	rolled	the	pattern	back
onto	 the	roller.	Unrolled	 it	again.	Smoothed	 it,	 then,	holding	my	breath,	 I	 fed	 it	 into	 the
machine.	The	machine	gurgled	happily.	I	looked	up	just	in	time	to	see	paper	pouring	forth.
The	machine	had	been	storing	paper	for	centuries.	It	had	simply	required	my	magic	touch
to	release	it.	Paper	was	pouring	over	my	head	with	a	vengeance.

Aside	 from	 the	 duplicating	 paper	 pouring	 down	 in	 a	 steady	 stream,	 the	 only	 other
sound	was	the	crinkling	and	crumpling	of	the	original.	With	heady	indifference,	the	copier
was	laying	a	heavy	hand	upon	the	pattern,	lapping	it	and	folding	it,	adding	wrinkles	and
creases	where	creases	and	wrinkles	had	no	business	being.	I	had	done	something	wrong,
but	I	was	afraid	to	turn	off	the	machine.	An	abrupt	halt,	I	thought,	might	tear	the	original;
then	where	would	I	be?	I	waded	through	a	pile	of	paper	and	shut	the	door.	The	interior	of
the	cubicle	resembled	an	ice-floe.	It	was	no	longer	a	solitary	room;	it	was	an	Arctic	region



of	white	tissue.	In	short,	I	was	not	happy.

There	was	a	light	rap	upon	the	door.	Edgar	Allan	Poe	could	not	have	done	it	any	better.
I	sprang	forward,	but	the	door	pushed	open,	and	my	Cuban	friend	in	his	loose	gold	shirt
poked	his	chubby	face	inside.	“You’re	in	trouble,	aren’t	you?”	he	said.

“Who?	Me?”

“Yes,	you,	amigo.”	He	pushed	the	door	open,	entered,	and	closed	it.	He	surveyed	the
wreckage	and	whistled.	“You	do	this,	amigo?	All	by	yourself?”

“No,	I	had	help.	God	helped.”

My	friend	pushed	back	his	glasses	and	rubbed	his	eyes.	His	eyes	had	been	giving	him
trouble.	“Ah,	yes,”	he	said.	“God	is	good	at	creating	messes.	Now	what	are	you	going	to
do?”

“I’m	going	to	go	to	New	York.”

“Right	now?”

“Should	I	stay	here	and	let	the	foreman	kill	me?”

My	friend	pointed	his	thumb	over	his	right	shoulder.	“Get	José.	Tell	José	to	come	in
here,	and	you	stand	outside	the	door.	You	keep	guard.”

“I	don’t	want	you	to	get	into	any	trouble	on	my	account,”	I	said.	I	meant	it,	but	I	didn’t
mind	him	helping.

He	shrugged.	“If	the	cutters	don’t	get	the	patterns,	we’ll	all	be	in	trouble.	If	you	see	the
foreman	coming	this	way,	knock	on	the	door	three	times.”

“And	then	what	will	you	do?”

“Blame	everything	on	you.”

On	that	cheery	note	I	left.	I	explained	my	situation	to	José,	and	José,	grinning	ear	to
ear,	went	off	 to	 the	 room.	He	was	not	entirely	unpleased	 that	 I	had	shown	myself	 to	be
incompetent.	 I	 stood	 outside	 the	 door	 and	 listened	 to	 the	music	 that	was	 playing	 softly
overhead.	 I	was	confused.	There	was	no	doubt	 that	 I	had	 to	pretend	 I	was	working	and
standing	guard,	but	I	couldn’t	think	of	anything	to	do.	There	was	no	activity	where	I	was
standing.	I	tied	my	shoes	eleven	times.

From	 all	 the	 way	 across	 the	 long	 room,	 I	 could	 hear	 the	 foreman’s	 voice.	 “Hey,
College-Boy,	you	got	those	patterns?”

I	nodded.	“Got	them,”	I	said.

“Well?	Where	are	they?”

Nobody	 even	 looked	 up	 from	 the	 tables.	 Everyone	 was	 used	 to	 being	 shouted	 at.
“Inside,”	I	called	back.	“I	didn’t	know	where	you	were.”	If	I	was	learning	anything	from
my	stint	in	the	factory,	I	was	learning	to	lie	like	a	lawyer.

“Well,	you	do	now,”	he	shouted.	I	nodded.	I	certainly	did.	“Don’t	just	stand	there.	Get
them	for	me.	And	be	careful	with	the	original.	If	anything	happens	to	that,	it’s	your	neck.



I	smiled.	I	nodded.	I	opened	the	door	to	the	cubicle	and	slipped	inside.	Jose’	and	my
friend	were	stretched	out	upon	the	floor.	Using	the	weight	of	their	bodies,	they	were	trying
to	flatten	the	original	pattern	back	into	shape.

“He	wants	the	patterns,”	I	told	them.

“Who?”

“Who	do	you	think?”

“He’s	going	to	have	to	wait,”	my	friend	said.	His	tan	shirt	was	wringing	wet.

“I’ve	got	to	give	him	something,”	I	said.

“Give	him	this,”	José	answered,	making	an	obscene	sign	with	his	fingers.

“Very	funny,”	I	said.	“What	am	I	going	to	tell	them?”

“Where	is	he	right	at	this	minute?”	my	friend	asked.

“How	do	I	know?”

José	 stood	 up.	 He	 was	 enjoying	 my	 discomfort.	 “Open	 the	 door	 and	 peek	 out.	 Or
maybe	you	have	X-ray	vision	like	Superman.”

I	did	as	I	was	told.	The	foreman,	thank	God,	was	still	on	the	far	side	of	the	room.	He
and	 the	 owner	were	 flirting	with	 the	models.	 “They’re	 flirting	with	 the	models,”	 I	 told
them.

“I	wish	I	was	flirting	with	the	models”	José	said.	José	was	married.	His	wife,	in	fact,
worked	in	the	sewing	division.	But	it	didn’t	matter	to	him.	My	quasi-friend	stood	up	and
said	 something	 in	Spanish.	 I	 didn’t	 understand.	 I	 had	been	 there	 two	months	 and	 I	 still
didn’t	 know	 any	 Spanish.	 He	 crossed	 to	 the	 copying	 machine	 and	 fed	 it	 the	 original.
“Watch,”	he	told	me,	“so	you’ll	know	next	time.	I	can’t	be	saving	your	neck	all	the	time.”

“When	you	become	a	citizen,”	I	said,	“you	can	use	me	for	a	reference.”

“You’ll	be	in	New	York.	What	good	will	you	do	me	in	New	York?”

“What	good	will	he	do	anyone	in	New	York?”	Jose’	added.

I	 watched.	 The	 machine	 behaved	 itself.	 The	 paper-thin	 original,	 slightly	 worse	 for
wear,	ran	through,	and	out	poured	a	copy.	I	sighed.	José	was	stuffing	wads	of	paper	under
his	shirt	and	up	his	pants	legs,	and	was	urging	me	to	do	the	same.	“Put	some	of	this	trash
under	your	shirt,”	he	said,	“and	when	you	pass	a	trash	basket	get	rid	of	it.”

“Thanks,”	 I	said.	When	 the	duplicate	pattern	was	duly	 torn	free	 from	the	machine,	 I
grabbed	it	and	ran	out.	The	waste	paper	under	my	shirt	scratched	my	stomach.

That	night,	with	the	shades	of	Ebenezer	Scrooge	and	Silas	Marner	hovering	over	me,	I
counted	my	money.	Two	hundred	dollars.	Was	there	ever	a	man	as	rich	as	I?	A	good	friend
of	mine	had	been	hired	to	teach	at	some	Lutheran	high	school	on	Long	Island.	He	told	me
that	he	would	drive	me	north,	drive	me	from	the	Land	of	Slavery	to	the	Land	of	Freedom,
and	not	even	charge	me	for	gas.	He	had	rented	a	small	apartment,	and	I	could	stay	with
him.	Under	such	conditions,	two	hundred	dollars	could	last	forever.

When	 I	 gave	 notice,	 the	 foreman	didn’t	 look	me	 in	 the	 eye.	 “You	 can’t	 take	 it,	 can



you?”	 I	 didn’t	 answer.	 “I’ve	 been	 here	 for	 thirty	 years,	 and	 you	 can	 hardly	 last	 three
months.	What’s	the	matter?	You	got	no	guts?”	I	didn’t	say	anything.	He	took	my	timecard
out	of	the	clock	and	studied	it.	“I	suppose	you	expect	to	have	your	last	paycheck	in	hand
when	you	walk	out	these	doors?”

“It	would	be	nice,”	I	said.

“Tough.	We	 don’t	 break	 the	 rules	 for	 anybody.	 Especially	 not	 for	 hot-shot	 college
boys.”	He	pushed	a	new	pattern	into	my	hands.	“Run	me	off	three	copies,”	he	said.	“And
don’t	take	all	day	like	you	did	last	time.”	He	walked	away.	“Christ,	New	York!	You	won’t
last	five	minutes	in	New	York.”

The	day	I	left	was	a	Saturday,	for	that	was	the	half-day	shift.	We	all	got	out	at	two,	and
my	 friend	 was	 waiting	 in	 his	 brand-new	 Chevrolet.	 His	 father	 was	 a	 banker.	 He	 had
money,	 and	 I	 had	 money.	 I	 had	 two	 hundred	 dollars.	 I	 had	 stuck	 most	 of	 it	 into	 my
sneakers	so	it	made	me	walk	funny.	Nobody	said	much.	Not	the	foreman,	nor	José,	nor	my
quasi-friend	 in	his	gold	shirt.	A	 tiny	woman	with	a	skin	 like	 leather	had	given	me	 three
postcards	from	the	1939	World	s	Fair.	She	worked	in	the	sewing	department.

“I	don’t	think	the	Fair’s	still	on,”	I	told	her.	“It	was	over	a	long	time	ago.	Before	I	was
even	born.”

She	nodded.	She	didn’t	speak	English	very	well.	I	placed	the	cards	in	my	shirt	pocket,
picked	up	my	cardboard	suitcase,	a	suitcase	 that	had	once	belonged	to	my	grandmother,
and	I	gave	the	time	clock	a	good	rap	with	my	fist.	When	I	walked	outside,	she	followed
me.	Hell,	everybody	followed	me.	By	the	time	I	reached	the	parking	lot,	the	sidewalk	was
crowded	with	Cubans.	As	I	climbed	into	the	car,	they	just	stood	around	and	watched.	The
cutters.	The	sewers.	The	tiny	woman	with	the	leather	skin.	The	errand	boys.

“What	you	got?”	my	friend	asked.	“A	parade?”

“I	dunno.”

There	were	about	two	hundred	in	all.	I	tossed	the	suitcase	into	the	backseat	and	waved.
The	 car	 lurched	 forward,	 and	 I	 almost	 lost	my	 balance.	And	 then	we	were	 leaving	 the
parking	lot,	and	the	Cubans	were	running	after	us.	A	couple	of	them	were	shouting,	but	I
didn’t	know	Spanish,	so	I	don’t	know	what	they	were	saying.



THE	REVENGE	OF	FRANKENSTEIN
“Cursed,	cursed	creator!	Why	did	I	live?	Why,	in	that	instant,	did	I	not	extinguish	the

spark	of	existence	which	you	so	wantonly	bestowed?	I	know	not;	despair	had	not	 taken
possession	of	me;	my	feelings	were	those	of	rage	and	revenge.	I	could	with	pleasure	have
destroyed	 the	 cottage	 and	 its	 inhabitants	 and	have	glutted	myself	with	 their	 shrieks	 and
misery.”

Percival	Lubbock	glanced	 up	 from	 the	 thick	 leather	 book	he	 had	 been	 reading:	The
Boy’s	Book	of	Horror	Tales	and	Poems.	He	had	been	attracted	to	the	volume	in	his	father’s
library	 because	 of	 a	movie	 advertisement	 he	 had	 seen	 in	 the	Gaffney	 Sun.	 The	 stories,
however,	were	too	difficult	for	his	 ten-year-old	mind.	Many	of	the	words	were	long	and
strange;	many	of	 the	stories	were	complicated.	Still,	he	enjoyed	studying	 the	black-and-
white	 illustrations,	 especially	 the	 one	 that	 showed	 a	 sailor	with	 a	white	 albatross	 hung
about	his	neck.

“I	got	the	money!”	Justine	announced	triumphantly.	Justine	was	Percival’s	sister.	She
was	eight	years	old,	blonde,	and	tidy.	He	had	sent	her	on	the	movie-money	errand.	“But
you	have	 to	promise	 to	sit	 through	 the	whole	movie	whether	you	 like	 it	or	not,”	Justine
insisted.

Percival	made	a	face	and	held	out	his	hand	for	the	quarter.	It	would	cost	fifteen	cents
to	go	to	the	movies.	The	extra	ten	cents	would	be	for	the	bus	ride	home.

“Don’t	make	any	faces	at	me,	PJ.	The	last	time	we	went,	you	made	me	leave	before	it
was	over.”	 Justine	 removed	 the	box	of	Cheerios	 from	 the	kitchen	 table.	She	 stood	on	a
chair	to	put	the	cereal	box	into	the	cupboard	and	then	climbed	down	She	walked	into	the
living	 room	 to	 fetch	 her	 school	 books.	 Percival,	 or	 PJ,	which	 everyone	 called	 him	 (his
middle	name	was	John),	pocketed	the	quarter,	closed	the	big	leather	book,	and	waited	for
his	sister	to	return.	Together	they	walked	from	the	house	to	the	bus	stop	at	the	end	of	their
block.	The	red	ground	around	the	crude	wooden	bus	shelter	was	always	muddy.	Even	on
days	when	 there	was	 no	 rain,	 the	 ground	 remained	 red	 and	muddy.	His	 sister	 hated	 the
mud.	It	ruined	her	shoes,	she	said.	PJ	could	never	get	excited	over	shoes.

By	 the	 time	 the	bright	orange	bus	arrived,	Percival	had	 formulated	his	plans	 for	 the
day.	Frankenstein,	the	very	story	he	had	been	reading	at	the	breakfast	table,	was	playing	at
the	Palace.	When	school	let	out	at	noon,	as	it	always	did	on	the	day	before	Thanksgiving,
Percival	and	Justine	would	not	take	the	school	bus	home.	Instead	they	would	walk	from
the	school	into	town.	PJ	had	told	his	sister	that	the	movie	was	a	Western,	but	she	would
soon	find	out	what	kind	of	a	movie	it	really	was.	He	hoped	it	would	scare	her.	It	would
teach	her	a	lesson.	A	good	lesson.

Unfortunately,	PJ’s	plans	did	not	work	out	the	way	he	had	expected.	When	the	monster
on	the	screen	came	alive,	PJ	looked	away.	When	the	monster	lured	the	young	girl	to	the
lake	and	drowned	her	(a	young	girl	who	looked	a	 lot	 like	Justine),	PJ	gasped.	His	chest
hurt.	His	small	fingers	scratched	at	the	armrest	of	his	chair.	Then	there	was	no	air	at	all	in
his	lungs.	He	felt	the	need	to	go	to	the	bathroom,	but	he	was	afraid	to	get	up.

Justine	 shook	 her	 head.	 “You	 promised,”	 she	 told	 him.	 She	 didn’t	 even	 look	 at	 her



brother.

“I	don’t	like	it.”	He	tried	to	sound	matter-of-fact.

“Well,	I	do,”	she	said,	scrunching	down	into	her	seat.

The	old	man	sitting	directly	behind	PJ	told	the	children	to	be	quiet.

“I	want	to	go	home,”	PJ	pleaded.

“No,”	Justine	said	firmly.	“I	want	to	stay.”

PJ	groaned.	The	man	behind	them	told	them	that	if	they	didn’t	stop	talking	he	would
call	for	the	manager.

“You	 promised,”	 Justine	 whimpered.	 She	 refused	 to	 take	 her	 eyes	 from	 the	 screen.
Two	 teen-age	boys	 sitting	 in	 the	very	 front	 row	of	 the	Palace	were	 laughing	 loudly	and
tossing	pieces	of	popcorn	toward	the	lurking	hulk	on	the	screen.	An	usher	came	down	the
aisle	and	told	the	teenagers	to	sit	up	and	behave.	One	of	the	boys	made	a	rude	noise.

“We’re	going,”	PJ	said.

“If	you	make	me	go,”	Justine	told	him,	“I’ll	scream.	I’ll	scream	and	kick.”

Percival	 was	 sweating.	 He	 did	 not	 want	 his	 sister	 to	 make	 a	 scene.	 She	 would
embarrass	him.	She	would	call	him	names.	She	would	tell	everybody	how	frightened	he
had	been.	On	 the	 screen,	men	with	 torches	were	 chasing	 the	monster.	The	monster	was
trying	to	escape.	He	made	brute	animal	noises.	But	PJ	did	not	feel	sorry	for	the	monster.
He	hated	the	monster.	The	monster	had	done	bad	things,	and	now	he	would	be	punished.
He	should	be	punished	for	his	crimes.	PJ	felt	a	trickle	of	fluid	down	his	pants	leg.	In	fear
and	humiliation,	PJ	began	to	cry.

Justine	still	refused	to	leave.	She	made	PJ	sit	through	the	film	until	its	bitter	end.	By
the	time	they	left	the	Palace,	PJ	felt	sick	to	his	stomach.

“The	bus	stop’s	this	way,”	Justine	said,	but	PJ	walked	in	a	different	direction.	Justine
followed.	By	way	of	revenge,	PJ	forced	his	sister	to	walk	all	the	way	home	with	him.	Of
course,	 it	 was	 revenge	 upon	 himself	 also.	 Revenge	 for	 being	 a	 crybaby.	 Revenge	 for
wetting	his	pants.	Revenge	for	choosing	the	movie	in	the	first	place.	Revenge	for	bearing
through	life,	like	a	talisman	against	ever	growing	into	manhood,	a	name	like	Percival.	The
Knights	of	the	Round	Table	meant	nothing	to	him.	Nor	did	the	dusty	brown	book	in	the
kitchen.

The	 walk	 from	 the	movie	 theater	 to	 home	 was	 far	 from	 pleasant.	 At	 every	 corner,
behind	 tall	 bushes,	 behind	 the	 trunks	of	oak	 trees,	 hidden	 in	 the	 tall	 grass,	 lurked	 a	 tall
man	 in	 a	 dark	 blue	 suit.	 The	 man	 was	 scarred	 from	 head	 to	 foot.	 He	 walked	 with	 a
terrifying	 stiffness.	 PJ	 walked	 faster	 and	 faster.	 So	 did	 Justine.	 In	 the	 movie	 theater,
Justine	 had	 kept	 her	 fears	 at	 arm’s	 length;	 but	 in	 the	 fading	 afternoon	 sun,	 she	was	 no
longer	 confident	 that	 Frankenstein’s	 creation	 did	 not	 exist.	 The	 children	 repeatedly
glanced	 over	 their	 shoulders	 and	 ran	 and	 ran	 and	 ran.	 The	 solitary	 dime	 that	 had	 been
destined	for	the	bus	remained	clutched	in	Justine’s	right	hand.

At	dinner,	PJ’s	father	erupted	into	fury.	“Who	allows	children	into	such	movies?”

Justine’s	 mother	 turned	 her	 back	 to	 the	 kitchen	 table.	 She	 stood	 at	 the	 sink	 and



pretended	 to	 study	 the	 huge	 turkey	 that	was	 defrosting	 in	 the	 sink.	 “They	 told	me	 they
were	going	to	see	a	Western,”	she	said	quietly.	Tomorrow	there	would	be	so	much	to	give
thanks	for.

“You	think	Frankenstein	is	a	Western!	My	God,	what	kind	of	a	woman	did	I	marry?”

“They	didn’t	tell	me	it	was	Frankenstein,”	Adele	said.	She	dabbed	her	eyes	with	her
apron.

“The	movie	wasn’t	scary,	Daddy,”	Justine	said.	“It	wasn’t	scary	at	all.	Honest.”

Warren	glanced	at	his	daughter.	She	didn’t	say	anything	more.	PJ	stared	at	his	dinner
plate	and	began	to	cry.

“Oh	 God!”	 Warren	 said.	 “This	 family	 is	 driving	 me	 crazy.”	 He	 left	 the	 room.	 He
walked	with	a	limp.	A	friend	of	his	had	accidentally	shot	him	in	the	left	leg	during	a	deer
hunt.

Late	that	night,	snow	began	to	fall,	and	the	entire	world	was	on	fire.	At	least	it	seemed
that	way.	PJ	was	in	a	haystack,	and	the	hay	was	burning,	or	maybe	he	wasn’t	PJ	Maybe	he
was	his	sister.	A	barn	door	slid	open,	and	silhouetted	in	its	entrance	was	a	man	that	looked
like	PJ’s	father.	And	then	the	man	was	a	stranger.	And	then	the	man	was	on	fire.

“…I	entered	a	barn	which	had	appeared	to	me	to	be	empty.	A	woman	was	sleeping	on
some	 straw;	 she	was	 young,	 of	 an	 agreeable	 aspect,	 and	 blooming	 in	 the	 loveliness	 of
youth	 and	 health.	 Here,	 I	 thought,	 is	 one	 of	 those	 whose	 joy-imparting	 smiles	 are
bestowed	on	all	but	me.	And	then	I	bent	over	her,	and	whispered.	‘Awake…’

PJ	screamed.

As	he	was	fighting	off	the	fire,	PJ’s	mother	came	running	toward	him.	She	took	him	in
her	arms	and	comforted	him.	His	father	paused	briefly	at	the	door	to	his	son’s	bedroom.	In
striped	pajamas	without	 any	 top,	he	 appeared	 to	be	 lost.	He	 stood	with	his	 arms	 folded
across	his	hairy	chest	and	cursed.	PJ’s	mother	stayed	with	her	son	until	he	fell	back	asleep,
fell	safely	beyond	the	boundaries	of	the	fire.

On	Thursday	 afternoon,	 the	Greek	 sea	 captain	 appeared.	One	 of	 the	 local	 charities,
responding	to	an	invitation	from	PJ’s	parents,	had	sent	him.	PJ	greeted	the	man	at	the	door.
The	man	mumbled	something.	His	name	turned	out	to	be	Elytis.	Elytis	Karos.	He	was	in
his	middle	forties,	but	he	looked	decades	older.	He	was	dressed	in	a	heavy	blue	coat	that
reeked	of	pipe	tobacco.	PJ	did	not	like	the	man,	and	he	did	not	like	the	idea	of	spending
Thanksgiving	with	 someone	he	did	not	know,	even	 though	his	parents	had	warned	him,
had	 told	him	and	Justine	 that	 there	were	a	 lot	of	people	 in	 the	world	not	as	fortunate	as
themselves.	 It	 was	 an	 experiment,	 PJ’s	 mother	 had	 said.	 PJ	 no	 longer	 possessed	 any
affection	 for	 the	word	 experiment.	After	what	 he	 had	 seen,	 the	word	 experiment	meant
only	horror	to	him.

The	stranger	weighed	nearly	three	hundred	pounds.	He	was	a	rotund	man	with	a	mass
of	gray	hair	and	a	beard	that	hadn’t	been	combed.	There	were	bread	crumbs	in	it,	or	some
kind	of	 crumbs.	A	 small	 cap	 perched	precariously	 on	 the	 top	 of	 the	man’s	 head,	 a	 sea-
captain’s	cap	of	some	sort.

When	 the	man	entered	 the	Lubbock	household,	PJ	and	Justine	stared	wide-eyed.	He



carefully	maneuvered	himself	through	the	narrow	doorway.	PJ,	embarrassed,	looked	away.
Justine	smiled.	She	hoped	that	he	would	get	stuck	in	the	door	frame.	It	would	be	great	fun,
she	 thought.	 They	 could	 bring	 him	 his	 meal,	 and	 he	 could	 eat	 standing	 up,	 jammed
between	 the	wooden	 frames	 of	 the	 tiny	 door.	 The	 entranceway	 of	 the	 house	 had	 never
looked	so	small	before.

The	stranger	entered	the	house.	He	had	brought	nothing,	but	PJ	concluded	that	he	had
nothing	to	bring.	He	was	a	“charity	case,”	his	mother	had	told	him.	PJ	had	never	seen	a
charity	 case	 before.	 His	 parents	 had	 mentioned	 that	 he	 was	 a	 reformed	 alcoholic,	 and
that’s	all	they	knew	about	him.

“This	 is	 PJ	 and	 Justine,	 and	 I’m	 Warren,”	 PJ’s	 father	 said,	 “and	 this	 is	 my	 wife,
Adele.”

“We’re	so	happy	to	have	you	here,”	Adele	said,	beaming.	She	held	out	her	hand,	but
the	man	did	not	take	it.	He	made	a	subtle	bow	at	the	waist,	and	nodded	his	head.

“Down	 at	 the	 Seaman’s	Chapel,	 Father	 Skyros	wrote	 out	 your	 address	 for	me.”	He
rummaged	in	the	huge	pockets	of	his	coat,	fumbling	for	a	piece	of	paper.	He	found	it,	held
it	forth	triumphantly.	When	he	smiled,	the	children	saw	that	he	had	only	a	few	yellowed
teeth.	Many	teeth	were	missing.

“I	hope	you	didn’t	have	any	trouble	finding	the	place,”	Adele	said.	She	took	the	piece
of	paper	from	the	man	and,	not	knowing	what	to	do	with	it,	placed	it	neatly	on	the	coffee
table.

“We	want	you	to	know	that	we	are	happy	to	have	you	here	for	Thanksgiving,	and	we
want	you	to	make	yourself	at	home.	Let	me	get	you	something	to	drink.”

Adele	 stared	 at	 her	 husband.	 Finally	 she	 told	 Justine	 to	 help	 the	man	with	 his	 coat.
Justine	did	as	she	was	told,	but	when	she	carried	the	coat	to	the	hall	closet,	she	held	the
garment	as	far	from	her	body	as	she	could.

“And	your	hat,	Mr.	Elytis?”	Adele	asked.

“Karos,”	Warren	corrected	her,	and	held	out	his	hand	for	the	man’s	cap.	The	stranger
merely	removed	it	and	held	it	in	front	of	his	chest	like	a	tiny	shield.

“Something	to	drink?”	Warren	repeated.

“I’m	just	fine,”	Mr.	Karos	said,	nodding	at	PJ	“Just	fine.	You	have	such	a	lovely	home.
Such	lovely	children.”

“Won’t	you	sit	down?”	Adele	suggested.

The	man	sank	into	the	sofa.	Both	ends	of	the	sofa	seemed	to	rise	up	to	greet	him.

“You	mustn’t	 be	 bashful,”	 PJ’s	mother	 said.	 “We	 have	 so	much	more	 than	we	 can
possibly	eat.	More	than	we	can	possibly	know	what	to	do	with.	So	you	just	make	yourself
at	home	here.	You	have	to	know	that	you’re	doing	us	a	favor	by	coming	here.	Otherwise
all	this	food	would	go	to	waste.”	She	pushed	a	bowl	of	olives	toward	him.

“My	coat,”	 the	man	 said,	 almost	 apologizing.	 “I	 forgot	 to	 take	 out	my	pipe,	 please.
And	my	pouch.”



“Justine,	bring	our	guest	his	pipe,”	Warren	said.

“And	pouch,	please.”

Justine	sighed	and	went	back	to	the	closet	and	retrieved	the	pipe	and	leather	tobacco
pouch.

“If	 you’ll	 excuse	 me,	 Mr.	 Karos,”	 Adele	 said,	 emphasizing	 his	 name	 for	 her	 own
benefit,	“I	have	to	get	dinner	ready.	You	must	make	yourself	comfortable,	and	don’t	let	the
children	bother	you.”	She	retreated	to	the	kitchen.	Justine	ran	after	her	mother.

The	man	unzipped	the	pouch	and	filled	his	pipe.

“Are	 you	 sure	 we	 can’t	 offer	 you	 something	 to	 drink,”	 PJ’s	 father	 said,	 looking
bereaved.	“We	have	soft	drinks,	fruit	punch,	whatever	you	like.”	His	voice	trailed	away.
He	started	to	sit	down	in	his	usual	chair,	but	quickly	stood	back	up.

“I	 had	 to	 give	 up	 hard	 drinking,”	Mr.	Karos	 said.	 “It’s	what	 has	 brought	me	 to	my
fallen	state.	That	and	a	woman.”	He	was	boasting	slightly.	He	shifted	his	weight	on	 the
sofa,	and	lit	his	pipe.	The	air	was	soon	tinged	with	a	heavy	tobacco	odor.	PJ	didn’t	go	near
the	man.	 Instead	he	hung	back	 and	 fooled	with	 the	 large	black	knobs	of	 the	big	Philco
radio	that	dominated	the	living	room.

“You	been	in	the	South	a	long	time?”	PJ’s	father	asked.

The	Greek	shook	his	head.	He	removed	the	pipe	from	his	mouth,	thought	a	moment,
and	then	said,	“I’m	never	anywhere	very	long.	There	are	three	countries,”	the	man	said:
“the	 land	of	 the	 living,	 the	 land	of	 the	dead,	and	 the	sea.	 I	prefer	 the	sea,	especially	 the
Arctic	regions.	I	 love	the	Arctic.	It’s	so	cold	and	desolate.	But	clean.	Pure.	So	white,	so
white.	It’s	nice	to	go	to	places	where	no	one	has	ever	really	set	foot.	But	here	it’s	too	hot
all	the	time.	Too	hot.”	His	face	was	perspiring.	He	wiped	his	forehead	with	his	sleeve.	“It’s
hot	in	Greece,	too,”	he	added,	“but	not	in	the	same	way.”

During	 the	Thanksgiving	dinner,	Adele	asked	 the	man	 if	he	had	any	 family,	and	 the
man	said,	“No.	My	parents	are	both	dead.”

“I’m	sorry	to	hear	that,”	Adele	said.	“More	turkey?”

The	man	held	out	his	plate.	On	the	back	of	the	man’s	left	hand	was	a	tattoo	of	a	heart
with	 the	 initials	 J.L.	written	 inside	 it.	Both	children	noticed	 the	 tattoo.	They	 really	paid
attention	to	how	much	food	the	man	ate.	They	felt	that	the	man	was	taking	something	that
belonged	to	them.	Warren	sat	at	 the	head	of	the	table	and	tried	to	think	of	 things	to	say.
Adele	 hopped	 up	 and	 down,	 checking	 and	 rechecking	 the	 oven.	 “I	 think	 something’s
wrong	with	my	oven,”	she	said.

“My	 father	 burned	 himself	 to	 death,”	 the	 Greek	 said	 matter-of-factly.	 “He	 was
cleaning	his	coat	with	kerosene,	and	he	got	too	close	to	the	furnace.	I	was	only	ten	at	the
time.	The	flames	seemed	to	leap	out	and	eat	him	alive.	It	was	the	most	horrible	thing	I	had
ever	seen	in	my	whole	life.	My	father	screamed	and	started	rolling	on	the	floor.	I	screamed
and	yelled	and	jumped	up	and	down.	I	grabbed	a	blanket	from	my	bed	and	threw	it	over
him	and	tried	to	smother	the	flames.	My	mother	was	downtown	shopping	at	the	time,	and
so	I	ran	to	the	neighbors	and	they	called	an	ambulance.	And	you	know	what?	There	was	a
strike	 on.	 Some	 of	 the	 hospital	 workers	 were	 on	 strike,	 and	 they	 wouldn’t	 let	 the



ambulance	out	of	the	parking	lot.	Those	bastards!”	The	stranger	was	gesticulating	wildly.
A	 knife	 in	 one	 hand,	 a	 fork	 in	 the	 other.	 PJ’s	mother	 blanched	 at	 the	man’s	 language.
“Those	 bastards	wouldn’t	 let	 the	 ambulance	 out	 of	 the	 parking	 lot,”	 the	man	 roared.	 “I
swear	I’m	going	to	get	my	revenge	upon	them	someday.”

The	Greek	 sailor	 stopped.	 Justine,	with	wide-eyed	admiration,	 stared	 at	 the	man.	PJ
began	to	cry.	Great	tears	welled	up	in	his	eyes,	and	he	couldn’t	hold	them	back.

“I’m	sorry,”	the	stranger	said.	“I	got	carried	away.”	He	lowered	his	head.

“It’s	quite	all	 right,”	Adele	answered,	 removing	 the	gravy	bowl	from	the	 table.	“But
this	 is	Thanksgiving.	We	must	 try	and	concentrate	on	 the	good	things.	Yes,	on	 the	good
things.”

The	stranger	placed	his	 fork	down	upon	his	empty	plate	and	carefully	 laid	his	knife
across	it.	The	instruments	formed	a	metallic	cross.	“I	didn’t	mean	to	upset	the	boy.”

Flushed	with	anger,	Warren	glanced	at	his	son.	“I	don’t	know	what’s	gotten	into	him
lately,”	he	said.	“Get	away	from	the	table,”	he	ordered	PJ.	“I	don’t	want	to	sit	at	the	same
table	with	a	crybaby.	A	crybaby	is	no	son	of	mine.”

Adele	returned	 to	 the	 table.	“Oh,	 leave	 the	boy	alone,	 for	 land’s	sakes,”	she	 told	her
husband.	She	 sat	down.	“PJ	was	up	all	night	with	nightmares.	He’s	overtired,	 that’s	 all,
and	your	story	set	him	off.	Can’t	we	talk	about	something	else?”	she	pleaded.

Mr.	Karos	held	out	his	 tattooed	hand	and	 rumpled	 the	boy’s	hair.	 “I’m	 the	one	who
should	be	crying,	not	you,”	he	said.	PJ	pulled	away	from	the	stranger’s	touch.

“Take	a	sip	of	milk,”	Adele	advised	her	son.

PJ	stopped	crying.	Warren	shook	his	head.

“I	liked	Frankenstein,”	Justine	announced.	“It	didn’t	give	me	no	nightmares	at	all.”

“Slave,	 I	 before	 reasoned	 with	 you,	 but	 you	 have	 proved	 yourself	 unworthy	 of	 my
condescension.	Remember	 that	 I	 have	 power;	 you	 believe	 yourself	miserable,	 but	 I	 can
make	you	so	wretched	that	the	light	of	day	will	be	hateful	to	you.	You	are	my	creator,	but	I
am	your	master;–Obey!”

Several	weeks	passed.	One	day	shortly	before	Christmas,	the	Greek	sailor,	in	his	same
coat,	bearing	with	him	his	identical	bulk	in	the	world,	returned	to	the	Lubbock	household.
He	had	not	been	invited.	His	arrival	was	entirely	unexpected.	This	 time	he	brought	with
him	 no	 single	 crumpled	 sheet	 of	 paper	 with	 an	 address	 scribbled	 upon	 it.	 Instead	 he
plucked	from	his	dirty	pockets	an	assortment	of	 letters	 tied	 together	with	string.	He	and
PJ’s	parents	read	the	letters,	and	they	sat	in	the	dimly	lit	kitchen	and	talked.	The	talk	went
on	for	many	hours.	PJ	remained	upstairs	and	tried	to	overhear	the	muffled	words.	By	the
time	 Mr.	 Karos	 left,	 the	 kitchen	 reeked	 with	 tobacco	 and	 garlic	 and	 foreignness.
Foreignness	above	all.

And	then	the	parents	talked.	Warren	raised	his	voice,	and	Adele	finally	walked	upstairs
to	Justine’s	room	to	confront	her	daughter.

“Perhaps	you	can	explain	these	letters,	young	lady,”	Adele	demanded.

Justine’s	eyes	grew	round	as	saucers.	“What	letters,	Momma?”



Adele	blushed.	“You	know	very	well	what	letters.	These	letters.	These	love	letters	that
you	have	been	writing	every	day	to	Mr.	Karos!”

“Mr.	Karos?”

“The	man	who	spent	Thanksgiving	with	us.”

“Why	would	I	write	him,	Momma?	I	haven’t	been	writing	him	letters.	Honest.	Cross
my	heart	and	hope	to	die.”

Adele	 sat	 down	upon	her	 daughter’s	 bed.	She	 took	her	 daughter’s	 hands	 and	gently
massaged	the	backs	of	 them.	“You	wouldn’t	 lie	 to	me,	would	you,	Darling.	This	 is	very
serious	business.	Very	serious.	Your	father	and	I	are	very	upset	about	this,	because	it	is	a
very	terrible	thing	to	make	fun	of	somebody	like	this.”

“Make	fun	of	who,	Momma?”	Justine,	in	all	innocence,	asked.

She	was	frightened.	Very	frightened.	She	had	never	seen	her	mother	quite	so	muted.
“Can	I	see	the	letters,	Momma?”

“I	don’t	want	you	to	read	them	if	you	didn’t	write	them.”

“I	just	want	to	see	the	writing,	Momma.”

Adele	untied	the	packet,	withdrew	a	letter,	and	opened	it.	The	letter	had	been	crudely
typed	upon	tissue-thin	paper.
“Mr.	Karos	is	very	hurt	that	somebody	is	making	fun	of	him.”

Justine	started	to	cry.	“No,	Momma.	I	didn’t	make	fun	of	him.	Honest.”

Adele	sighed.	She	clasped	her	weeping	daughter	to	her	bosom.	“I	believe	you,	Honey.
I	believe	you.	We’ll	get	to	the	bottom	of	this	somehow.”

Across	the	hall,	PJ	sat	on	his	bed.	Through	the	opened	doors	he	could	see	Justine	and
his	mother.	The	small	lamp	on	Justine’s	night	table	cast	two	huge	weeping	shadows	on	the
wall.
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